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and thick speech, that even he, the accuser himself, was in
some degree affected by this unhallowed potation. Moreover,
the Bohemian had sung songs of worldly vanity and impure
pleasures; he had derided the cord of Saint Francis, made
jest of his miracles, and termed his votaries fools and lazy
knaves. Lastly, he had practised palmistry, and foretold to
the young Father Cherubin, that he was beloved by a beautiful
lady, who should make him father to a thriving boy.

The Father Prior listened to these complaints for some time
in silence, as struck with mute horror by their enormous
atrocity. When the Sacristan had concluded, he rose up,
descended to the court of the convent, and ordered the lay
brethren, on pain of the worst consequences of spiritual dis-
obedience, to beat Hayraddin out of the sacred precincts,
with their broom-staves and cart-whips.

This sentence was executed accordingly, in the presence of
Quentin Durward, who, however vexed at the occurrence,
easily saw that his interference would be of no avail.

The discipline inflicted upon the delinquent, notwithstand-
ing the exhortations of the Superior, was more ludicrous than
formidable. The Bohemian ran hither and thither through
the court, amongst the clamour of voices, and noise of blows,
some of which reached him not, because purposely mis-
aimed; others, sincerely designed for his person, were eluded
by his activity; and the few that fell upon his back and
shoulders, he took without either complaint or reply. The
noise and riot was the greater, that the inexperienced cudgel-
players, among whom Hayraddin ran the gauntlet, hit each
other more frequently than they did him; till at length,
desirous of ending a scene which was more scandalous than
edifying, the Prior commanded the wicket to be flung open,
and the Bohemian, darting through it with the speed of light-
ning, fled forth into the moonlight.

During this scene, a suspicion which Durward had formerly
entertained, recurred with additional strength. Hayraddin
had, that very morning, promised to him more modest and
discreet behaviour than he was wont to exhibit, when they
rested in a convent on their journey; yet he had broken his
engagement, and had been even more offensively obstreperous
than usual. Something probably lurked under this; for
whatever were the Bohemian's deficiencies, he lacked neither
sense, nor, when he pleased, self-command; and might it not
be probable that he wished to hold some communication,